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Cover  photograph  Py  Phil  Free 


Michaux  Land 

For  Michaux  Land,  a  sophomore  painting  major, 
realizing  her  potential  as  an  artist  has  been  a  lifelong 
ambition.  A  Fine  Arts  Scholarship  recipient  and  a 
winner  ot  last  year's  Quad  Art  Contest,  she  is  an  active 
member  and  former  treasurer  of  the  Art  Students 
League.  Her  Sheep  Series,  which  includes  Sheep 
Heaven,  began  two  years  ago  when  she  "saw  a  sheep 
in  a  fashion  display.  I  just  always  liked  the  wooly  little 
things."  Michaux's  work  reflects  her  humor  and  love 
for  life. 
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Sheep  Heaven,  pencil  drawing 


Figure  Study 


CMR 


CMR  is  a  freshman  business  administration  major  who 
prefers  anonymity. 


Who  Waits  for  you  Tonight? 


Wind  Upon  Water 


Who  waits  for  you  tonight, 

my  Love 
To  keep  you  safe  and  warm 
To  hold  you  tight  throughout  the  storm 
Who  waits  for  you  tonight, 

my  Love 
To  cherish  all  you  say 
To  stay  with  you  till  break  of  day 
Who  waits  for  you  tonight, 

my  Love 
While  I  am  far  away. 


Wind  upon  water 

is  David  to  me 
A  cold  cutting  edge 

and  a  soothing  sigh 
A  driving  force 

and  a  shifting  sea 
Surging  depths 

and  leaping  heights 
Wind  upon  water 

is  David  to  me 


Untitled 


And  !  Stood  on  a  Plain 


We  met 

Each  saw  a  stranger 
Someone  to  use 
Someone  for  the  night 
We  knew  each  other's  body 
But  not  each  other's  mind 
And  now  I  wake  to  find 
That  with  the  morning  light 
You  have  gone 


And  I  stood  on  a  plain 

Broad  as  the  sky 

No  mountains  to  challenge 

The  wandering  eye 

Nobody  staring 

Nobody  caring 

And  I  stood  on  a  plain 

And  wished  then  to  die. 


Mary  Anne  Ellis 

Mary  Anne  Ellis,  a  senior  French  and  English  major,  is 
a  graduate  of  the  Alabama  School  of  Fine  Arts.  "Since 
I  was  ten  years  old,  I  knew  I  wanted  to  become  a 
writer.  I  love  words."  She  strives  for  harmony  in  her 
work.  "I  want  nothing  out  of  place — every  word  is 
important.  The  words  should  sound  well  outloud.  My 
work  is  a  combination  of  Apollonian  grace  and 
Dionysian  sensation,  especially  the  former.  Clarity  and 
exactness  are  used  to  evoke  specific  emotions  in  the 
reader."  The  Weasel  and  the  Axe  is  based  on  an 
actual  incident  from  a  news  story.  "The  poem  wrote 
itself.  The  inspiration  sat  there  waiting.  Thieves  was 
lifted  from  the  Bible   If  you're  not  hurt,  you  haven't  lost 
much.  Having  each  other  is  a  treasure  that  thieves 
can't  get."  When  writing  gives  Mary  Anne  trouble,  she 
turns  to  the  piano  for  inspiration.  In  Piano  Tuner,  the 
phrase  "starker  keys"  refers  to  the  typewriter. 
According  to  Mary  Anne,  "Hell  hath  no  fury  like 
writer's  block." 


The  Weasel  and  the  Axe 


Where  Thieves  Break  Through  and  Steal 


Hawk  has  a  path  into  the  air, 

wolf  and  bear  a  body  as  heavy 

as  the  last  bad  dream 

that  sat  on  your  chest  at  three  A.M., 

any  fox  the  cunning  of  three  men. 

All  these,  chicken  farmer, 

I  have  seen  you  drive  away 

with  guns.  But  the  weasel 

is  only  a  copper  bullet 

with  teeth  and  temper. 

Not  two  days  ago 

I  saw  you  chase  one  down 

in  the  henhouse,  capture  it 

in  a  stiff  gunnysack  and  grab 

your  axe.  "You  saw,  didn't  you9 

He  wanted  to  stay  and  fight. 

I  gave  him  a  fair  shake  .  .  ."   as  you 

the  bag  in  the  chopping  block. 

Think  of  the  axe,  stained  burlap, 

red  scratch-feet  no  hen  will  touch. 


ling 


It  was  only  for  an  hour. 

Your  key's  teeth  sank  into  the  lock 

but  we  needed  no  key 

coming  back.  The  door  off  its  hinges. 

The  couch  coughing  springs  and  stuffing. 

Our  bureau  drawers  upended, 

laces  and  ribbons  nesting 

with  handkerchiefs  and  socks. 

This  is  terrible,  terrible — 

I  must  phone  the  police,  the  police — 

Never  mind  it,  you  soothe, 

we  don't  know  yet  what's  missing 

or  if  anything  is.  Could  be 

just  vandals,  or  crazy  kids. 

But  what  if — 

There  is  always 

and  always  time.  A  screwdriver,  please; 

needle  and  thread. 


Old  man,  your  justice  strains 

to  some  length  for  those 

who  win  what  they  win  with  fighting, 

who  lose  with  gall  and  hot  head 

to  the  chill  black  bite 

of  your  sporting  chance. 


They'll  be  long  gone — 

So  let  them.  Come  and  kiss  me. 
Put  things  back  where  they  were. 
A  little  work,  and  no  one  knows 
that  anything  was  stolen. 


Piano  Tuner 


Blind  surgeon,  watch  your  hands 

in  that  Baldwin's  body.  One  of  my  hearts 

is  here  unstrung,  the  only  one 

who  musics  me  away  from  starker  keys, 

sings  back  whenever  struck. 


Fainting  at  K-Mart 


Next  I  would  go  to  the  grocery 
to  buy  what  I  could 
on  what  my  husband  brings  home, 
wander  the  cool  produce  corner, 
heft  cabbage,  cauliflower.  But 

what  green  pours  into  the  tunnel 
my  vision  has  become,  why 
does  moisture  bead  on  me 
as  on  a  head  of  lettuce?  I 
am  shoveled  out  of  K-Mart 
mad  mandragora  torn 
from  the  bargain  garden  torn 

shrieking  to  clean  children  in  new  clothes, 
a  husband  who  savors  beef  roast 
in  all  its  bed  of  vegetables, 
an  old  gag  that  works 

this  time.  There  is  a  doctor  in  the  house. 

Did  I  eat  breakfast?  Yes, 

a  piece  of  toast.  Aches?  Cold  hands, 

cold  feet?  Yes.  Yes.  I  must  eat  steak 

eggs  cheese  take  vitamins  you  would  prescribe 

if  you  had  your  office  with  you.  I  must 

swallow  everything  I  cannot  buy 

or  find  again  the  inner  forest 

where  every  tree  is  breadfruit, 

where,  visiting  once  more,  I  would  scream 

like  that  insane  root 

if  I  were  to  be  thrust  back 

into  the  earth  of  this  earth. 


Joe  Waldrop 

Sculptor  Joe  Waldrop  has  had  two  major  works,  Aves 
and  Cold  Indifference,  commissioned  within  the  past 
year.  Cold  Indifference  is  a  "suggestion  ot  minimalism 
and  geometric  abstraction.  Aves  deals  with  minimalism 
and  constructivism — an  aspect  I've  worked  with  in  a 
number  of  small  scale  sculptures."  A  member  of  the 
Art  Students  League,  Joe  has  served  as  both  president 
and  vice-president.  His  artistic  honors  include  a  Fine 
Arts  Scholarship,  First  Place  Painting  Award  in  the 
1981  Student  Show,  and  Second  Place  in  last  year's 
Quad  Art  Contest. 


Aves 


Cold  Indifference 


Russ  Levenson 

Russ  Levenson  double  majors  in  English  and  business 
administration.  He  has  previously  had  a  poem,  My 
Favorite  Place,  published  in  the  book  World  Treasury  of 
Great  Poems.  "Writing  is  a  place.  It's  a  form  of  art  that 
appeals  to  me.  Because  art  appreciation  is  subjective, 
my  work  may  appeal  only  to  me.  We  should  be  careful 
about  judging  the  works  of  others.  If  poetry  expresses 
the  way  a  person  feels,  then  let  it  be." 


The  Cross 


up  and  down 
side  to  side 
a  mystery  unfolded 
so  as  not  to  hide 

a  symbol  of  love 

yet  a  symbol  of  death 

only  a  reminder 

of  one's  fleeting  last  breath 

stern  and  sturdy 

this  four-cornered  maze 

reminds  us  all 

of  a  greater  man's  days 

and  if  we  let 

this  lesson  pass 

we  have  learned  not  a  thing 

though  we've  lived  in  class 


Gary  McKenzie 

Gary  McKenzie,  a  sophomore,  is  completing  a  B.A.  in 
vocal  performance  and  musical  theatre.  "Old  House  is 
about  an  abandoned  house  in  Decatur,  Alabama.  I've 
been  writing  poetry  for  six  years."  Although  Gary  has 
work  previously  published,  this  is  his  first  appearance 
in  Quad. 


Old  House 


Old  house  with  your  white  paint  weathered 

Now  an  empty  shell  ot  wood  and  brick 

So  much  plaster 

A  dash  of  gingerbread 

Invaded  by  rats  and  bats 

The  neighbor's  cat 

An  old  man's  hat 

A  leftover  from  the  past 

Almost  but  not  quite  forgotten 

Inhabited  by  the  things  which  always  come 

After  one's  purpose  is  done 

Do  you  long  for  the  days 

When  you  had  just  begun 

When  someone  painted  the  shutters 

Swept  the  floor 

Answered  the  knock  at  your  door? 


Discovery 


"I  wasn't  looking,  but  somehow  you  found  me." 

—    Carly  Simon 

I  was  content  with  my  oneness, 

My  imagined  completeness. 

You 

Had  not  entered  my  life. 


Danny  Jones 

For  SGA  President  and  political  science  major  Danny 
Jones,  writing  poetry  is  an  "outlet  tor  emotion — it 
expresses  how  I  feel.  Because  I  usually  write  when  I 
feel  bad  or  angry,  my  work  expresses  negative 
attitudes.  The  exception  is  Discovery.  Writing  is  an 
attempt  to  lift  my  spirits ." 


When  your  face  and  your  name 

became  one  and  the  same 

"We" 

Stopped  a  roving  "I". 

I  always  assumed 

I  hadn't  the  room 

For 

Interests  other  than  mine. 

Then  you  came  along 

To  prove  me  too  wrong. 

Thanks 

For  these  wonderful  times. 

Thanks 

For  these  beautiful  times. 


Sting 

or 

Pessimism  Lives  Yet 


To  love  "une  fermme' 
Is  a  noble  thing 
If  one's  prepared 
To  take  the  sting. 
Inevitable 
Since  one  met  her 
Is  the  day  she 
Finds  one  better. 


Sorry. 
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Tommy  Wilkes 

Tommy  Wilkes,  a  senior  art  major,  concentrating  in 
sculpture,  has  worked  intensively  in  all  areas  of  the 
visual  arts.  Influenced  at  one  time  by  Dadaist  and 
Proto-Surrealist  Max  Ernst,  Tommy's  own  style  is  an 
incorporation  of  fantasy  and  personal  experiences,  "To 
me,  art  is  personal.  A  lot  of  my  images  come  from  my 
own  life.  Art  is  something  that  comes  from  inside;  it  is 
compelling — a  reaction  to  things  that  happen  to  you 
and  around  you.  I'm  inspired  by  living — living  as  an 
artist."  The  Fair,  an  oil  wash,  is  one  of  Tommy's  most 
recent  efforts.  "The  idea  came  from  a  trip  to  the 
Alabama  State  Fair.  I  spent  only  two  hours  there,  but 
left  with  a  million  impressions.  My  art  is  an  observation 
of  life." 


Tommy  has  earned  numerous  awards  for  his  artistic 
talent,  most  notably  an  $8,000  Fine  Arts  Scholarship, 
an  honorable  mention  awarded  by  Armstrong  State 
College's  Juried  Art  Show,  and  the  honors  of  "Best  of 
Show"  and  "First  Place  Sculpture  Award"  from  the 
1981  B-SC  Student  Exhibit.  An  active  member  and 
former  secretary  of  the  Art  Students  League,  Tommy 
has  contributed  to  Quad  for  four  consecutive  years,  as 
well  as  served  on  the  staff. 


Dream  Desserts 
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The  Almighty  Dollar ,  pen  and  ink 
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The  Fair,  oil  wash  on  masonite,  24  by  48  inches 


Dawn  Star 


Photograph  by  Phil  Free 
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Phil  Free 


Phil  Free,  a  pre-med  student  majoring  in  biology,  has 
worked  as  a  photographer  for  four  years.  His 
professional  work  includes  shooting  weddings  and 
portfolios.  Phil's  favorite  subjects  include  still  lifes  with 
special  effects  and  people.  "Although  I  enjoy  doing 
portraits,  I  prefer  creating  special  effects  with  still  lifes. 
The  techniques  I  use  most  often  involve  the  use  of 
lasers,  laser  printing,  multiple  exposure,  infrared,  and 
mirrors."  Formerly  a  photographer  for  his  high  school 
annual  and  newspaper,  Phil  has  served  as  Southern 
Accent  photographer  for  one  and  a  half  years. 
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Janie  Bush 


Janie  Bush,  a  first-time  contributor  to  Quad,  has  until 
now,  never  had  her  poetry  published.  She  declares  that 
"poetry  is  a  way  to  better  understand  my  own  thoughts 
and  feelings,"  A  senior  with  a  double  maior  in 
mathematics  and  French,  Janie's  honors  include  Who's 
Who  Among  American  College  Students,  Phi  Beta 
Kappa,  a  math  scholarship,  and  Mortar  Board. 


The  Neighbors 


Inaction,  contemplation,  the  proper  thing  done 
Illusion,  infusion,  the  neighPors  have  won. 

Just  think,  oh  think,  for  a  moment  my  dear 

What  the  neighbors  might  think,  we  fear,  oh  we  fear! 

Entrap,  enshroud,  encompass  the  thought 

Of  the  neighbors,  naughty  girl,  we're  sure  to  Pe  caught. 

The  eyes  of  the  others  penetrate  and  will  show 
They  make  us  or  Preak  us  and  put  us  on  show. 

Smile  and  nod,  bite  your  tongue,  don't  dare  be  bitter 
The  neighbors,  their  reactions,  we  all  must  consider. 

Be  still,  don't  tamper  with  the  strings  that  control 
Those  masters,  we  masters,  all  puppets  on  hold. 

"Love  thy  neighbor  as  thyself,"  do  as  your  told 
For  the  roles  are  cast,  the  play's  begun,  what's  left  .  .  . 
but  to  grow  old. 
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Cathy  Schipman 

Cathy  Schipman  has  practiced  photography  for  seven 
years.  A  biology  major,  her  interests  include  nature  and 
dance.  "I  would  like  a  career  in  environmental  science, 
preferably  in  the  interpreter's  field.  Nature  photography 
presents  aspects  of  the  environment  that  people  can't 
always  see  themselves."  Although  this  is  her  first  year 
to  submit  to  Quad,  she  has  served  on  the  staff  for 
three  years. 
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Mark  Brown 

Mark  Brown,  the  recipient  of  several  Quad  Literary 
Awards,  has  contributed  to  Quad  for  four  years,  wind  in 
the  hollows  was  influenced  by  T.S.  Eliot.  Loosely 
modeled  after  The  Wasteland,  it's  an  "apocalyptic 
vision  of  the  way  things  will  end."  scenes  on  the 
landscape  utilizes  a  similar  approach,  passenger  is 
about  "leaving  friends  behind  without  saying  good-bye. 
At  the  time,  I  also  felt  that  I  was  leading  a  passing 
life."  Pure  pleasure  stimulated  the  creation  of — there, 
look  how  the  leaves  ...  in  contrast  to  Virginia 
Creepers,  which  is  a  true  story  based  on  a  family 
reunion.  Mark,  a  senior  English  major,  says  he  writes 
because  "I  have  trouble  talking  to  people.  Through 
writing,  I  can  communicate  things  I  really  want  to  say." 


the  wind  in  the  hollows 


the  wind  in  the  hollows, 

howling  .  .  . 
that  was  their  voices  crying, 
the  sands  came  down, 
and  the  sky  slept, 
and  the  dryness  made  them  choke, 

and  they  wept, 
we  who  knew, 

who  knew  and  remained  silent, 
because  we  could  not  tell  them, 
because  it  was  beyond  our  understanding, 
had  no  comfort  to  offer, 

no  protection, 

it  was  too  late, 
against  alkaline  winds, 

and  the  salts  of  the  earth, 
the  sands,  and  the  vermin  riding  the  sands, 
swept  down  over  them, 
as  the  sky  slept  what 
could  only  be  an  eternal  sleep. 

they  drowned  without 
benefit  of  water. 

we  never  thought 
never  thought 
never  thought 
to  offer  it  them. 

didn't  they  have  it  all  along? 
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scenes  on  the  landscape 


passenger 


just  get  on  the  bus, 

take  your  seat,  and 

let  the  trees  flash  by. 

don't  think  about  what, 

or  who  you  left  behind. 

they're  gone  now. 

or  maybe  it's  the  other  way  around. 

it  doesn't  matter, 

you're  not  going  back. 

just  sit  there  and 

watch  the  trees  wash  across  your  face, 

watch  your  eyes  watch  you 

in  a  catatonic  state. 

your  life  going  left  to  right 

in  splotches  of  blue  and  green 

are  things  in  the  distance  that  can't  be  touched. 

be  glad  for  small  wonders. 

otherwise,  it  doesn't  matter, 

you're  not  going  back. 

just  sit  and  stare 

out  the  window  of  your  short  bus  ride. 

that's  all  it  ever  has  been,  will  be, 

it's  all  you've  ever  made  of  it. 

the  broken  center  line  flicks  by, 

each  new  flash  an  instant  gone, 

an  opportunity  not  lived  to  its  fullest. 

it  doesn't  matter, 

you're  not  going  anywhere. 


i  hear  the  wind 

and  it  sings  of  time  .  .  . 

of  the  seven  days  of  creation, 

of  the  seven  ages  of  man, 

and  the  seven  sins  by  which  he  died. 

there  is  no  salvation 

in  times  of  absurdity  beyond 

quick  and  absolute  death. 

but  then  again, 

who  wanted  to  live  forever? 

the  fools,  the  morbid  fools, 

all  around  me  play  out 

the  scenes  of  my  life. 

they  are  but  a  blight  on  the  landscape. 

know  not  what  they  do9 

my  scenes  are  no  more  than 

the  wheat  blown  from  the  chaff, 

scattered  about  to  be  trampled  on 

by  foolish  feet. 

let  them  eat  what's  left  .  .  .  it's  poison. 
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Virginia  Creepers 


That's  what  Dad  had  told  me  they  were.  I 
took  his  word  for  it,  since  I  know  little  about 
horticulture.  I  am  positive  I  had  never  seen 
them  before  that  trip  to  my  homeland.  Maybe 
they  do  grow  in  Alabama,  but  I've  never  seen 
them  there.  Their  orange  petals  wink  at  you 
from  the  tall  grass  along  the  side  of  the  road 
and  catch  your  eye.  Their  brightness  broke 
up  the  monotony  of  corn  fields,  broken  down 
barns  and  silos,  the  hot,  squalid,  humid  sky, 
and  the  babbling  of  my  brother. 

For  the  most  part,  the  events  of  that  trip  to 
Southern  Illinois  are  unimportant.  It  was  the 
fourth  of  July,  and  my  father's  birthday. 
There  was  a  family  reunion  with  cold  food, 
and  the  most  hellacious  storm  to  hit  that  part 
of  the  country  in  fifty  years.  Half  the  people 
there  I  didn't  know,  and  half  of  them,  I  was 
sure  that  I  didn't  want  to  know.  One  distant 
third  cousin,  or  great  aunt,  I  can't  remember 
which,  (no  one  else  quite  seemed  to  know 
who  she  was)  commented  on  the  fact  that  all 
the  members  of  my  family  have  chopped  off 
noses  and  ears  that  stick  out. 

I  have,  long  since  my  exodus  from  my 
homeland,  disinherited  most  of  my  relations 
who  still  live  there.  I  am  a  confirmed 
Southerner.  But  there  was,  in  the  midst  of  all 
those  strangers,  a  character  whom  I  have 
grown  to  admire.  He  is,  of  course,  the 
infamous  cousin  Cecil.  I  have  never  met  him 
before  that  trip,  but  I  had  heard  the  family 
scorn  the  very  mention  of  his  name  ever 
since  I  can  remember.  He  is  despised  by  half 
the  family,  because  in  business  he  was  very 
successful.  He  was  perhaps,  the  first 
member  of  the  clan  to  leave  the  farm,  and 
make  it  on  his  own.  Now  Cecil  is  getting  to 
be  an  old  man,  he  is  just  past  seventy.  His 
stroke  left  him  partially  paralyzed,  so  that  he 
has  trouble  speaking  at  times,  but  still  he  is  a 
remarkable  man.  He  is,  in  brightness, 
comparable  to  Virginia  Creepers.  At  least  he 
broke  up  the  monotony  of  the  reunion. 
Nothing  else  from  that  trip  really  stands  out 
in  my  mind.  Nothing  but  those  bright  orange 
flowers. 

There  is  probably  nothing  special  about 


Virginia  Creepers — they  are  not  held  with  the 
same  esteem  as  say — a  rose.  But  what  is  it 
about  a  particular  flower  that  inspires  a  poet 
to  write  sonnets?  What  magical  qualities 
does  a  flower  possess?  There  they  were, 
growing  lonesome  beside  the  road,  flashing 
orange,  and  waving  in  the  breeze  created 
when  our  car  passed  them.  I  suppose  they 
do  creep,  but  not  as  fast  as  kudzu.  They 
wrap  themselves  around  a  fence  post  every 
now  and  then,  or  entwine  a  telephone  pole. 
They  may  not  be  as  awe  inspiring  as  a  blood- 
red  sunset,  a  forest  of  redwoods,  a  great 
waterfall,  a  desert  canyon,  or  even  the 
stained  glass  of  a  cathedral,  but  that  doesn't 
change  the  fact  that  I  can't  get  them  out  of 
my  mind. 

As  I  watched  from  the  car,  each  orange 
flash  seemed  to  be  another  year  I  had 
forgotten  since  leaving  Illinois.  All  the 
forgotten  aunts  and  uncles,  cousins, 
Grandma  and  Grandpa  when  he  was  still 
living,  came  back  to  me.  We  are  no  longer 
the  same  people  we  were  back  then.  My 
little  cousins  that  I  had  come  back  to  see 
were  all  married,  or  in  college,  or  selling  life 
insurance  or  used  cars. 

I  cannot  put  my  finger  on  it,  but  there  is 
something  in  the  very  name,  the  nature  of 
the  Virginia  Creeper  that  seems  appropriately 
symbolic,  even  in  Illinois.  One  can  stand  in  a 
field  all  day  and  watch  the  corn,  or  the 
wheat,  or  the  wild  flowers,  and  all  they  seem 
to  do  is  blow  in  the  wind.  One  never  really 
sees  anything  grow,  as  it  grows.  It  is  always 
after  the  fact. 

Memory  is  often  only  the  things  one 
wishes  to  remember.  The  land  I  disowned 
has  not  changed  in  all  the  time  I  have  been 
gone,  but  the, people  I  knew  are  no  longer 
there.  I  am  not  brooding  over  the  fact  that  I 
left,  and  in  the  meantime,  grew  up.  I  have  in 
fact  rarely  thought  about  any  of  it.  It  comes 
in  a  bright  flash,  or  in  a  series  of  flashes, 
and  then  that  is  the  end  of  it.  It  has  broken 
up  the  monotony  of  my  daily  routine.  I  am 
sure  there  is  nothing  significant  about 
Virginia  Creepers. 
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there,  look  how  the  leaves  . 


— there,  look  how  the  leaves 

are  so  plump  and  deep  with  green 

they're  all  fattened  up  tor  summer,  and  fruit. 

and  there — see  how  the  robin 

feeds  her  young? 

and  the  skies  are  pregnant  with  rain, 

and  the  wind  so  rich  with  moisture, 

you  could  almost  bathe  in  it. 

isn't  it  lovely?  isn't  it?  .  .  . 

i  think  i  want  to  puke 

it's  so  lovely. 

(and  you,  the  one 
who  wouldn't  let  me  have 
one  serious  moment,  this  is 
for  you.) 

it's  all  a  lie. 

it's  not  lovely  at  all. 

it  promises  things  that  we  can't  have. 

there's  pollen  in  the  air, 

so  the  trees  at  least  must  be  happy. 

the  bees  are  in  heaven. 

the  birds  have  already  had  their  fun, 

see  how  the  robin  pays  for  it  by  feeding  her  young? 
(what  i  wouldn't  give  to 
be  a  raddish.) 
and  i  .  .  . 

i  go  on  as  always, 
alone. 

waiting  for  a  now 
that  will  never  come, 
murdering  and  creating, 
watching  for  the  rain  to  begin. 
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Tammy  Gover 

Tammy  Gover,  a  major  in  printmaking,  is  an  art 
scholarship  recipient  and  former  Art  Student's  League 
vice-president.  "Art  is  something  I'd  rather  do  more 
than  anything  else.  The  lithograph  of  the  compass  is 
part  of  my  Mechanical  Series  and  my  photographs  are 
experimentations  with  perspective."  After  completing 
her  B.F.A.,  Tammy  aspires  to  attend  graduate  school  to 
complete  her  M.F.A.  She  has  been  a  Quad  staff 
member  for  two  years. 
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